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Author's Notes: 

| wrote this last night when | was really tired and it was like three, so that should probably say a thing or 
two. 

Based upon a Skype convo, whoops 

Also, this is the first fanfic | have written in years. Whooooooooooo. 


this is so awkward omfg 


God damn, those firm, powerful abs. He wanted to kiss them. In fact, he probably could, given the fact that he 
was with- actually, really with- the guy. But still, mooning over his image was also good, as long as it was 
unknown to people who wouldn't find it appropriate. His missing tooth did speak a lot about what people thought 
of men who fucked men. Wouldn't do well to dwell on that, though, he had band members to stare at. Especially 
their granite abs. 


As of right now, he was sitting beside his bed, holding something in his hands. Many more of the very same 
item lay underneath his bed Where has he gotten them from? Well, that was a whole ‘nother story, one that 


wouldn't be delved into right now. 


He was so busy tracing the well-defined muscles and imagining tnem, he never even noticed his friend walking 


through the open doorway. 


(Had he forgotten to close the door again? The first time he forgot to close the door, Ray looked at him 
strangely for weeks. That was confusing until he had figured out why, and after that he kept his door closed 
when lovingly gazing at the perfect pecs and bulging biceps of his beloved Pete was their drummer right now, 


and the last thing he needed was Pete being, well, Pete.) 
"Burke? Are you in here?" Ah, yes. Tony- oh shit 


Hastily stuffing the bag behind his back, he gave Tony a smile that hopefully didn't tell a thing of what he was 
doing. "Oh, hello Tony!" 


Crisis averted 


Tony raised an eyebrow and tried to peer behind Burke's back. Clearly, he could see that he was hiding 
something behind his back. "What's that?" 


Crisis not averted 


Burke shifted a little, hopefully hiding the object that bore the image of his affections from view. "Absolutely 
nothing." 


This, of course, did not dissuade Tony, who dropped to his knees in front of Burke and promptly stuck his right 
hand behind Burke's back, reaching out toward the thing. 


Burke switched the thing to the other hand, effectively evading the hand that was grasping for it. A very nice 
looking hand, too. Therefore, he had every right not to notice the other nice looking hand that swooped down on 
his right side, swiping his thing and bringing it out into the light. 


"Aha! -What?" Tony looked quite confused at this one thing. Wait ‘til you see my collection, Burke thought. 


Tony inspected the thing with an expression that said, plain as day: You can't be serious. "Burke, why do you 
have an Abercrombie bag? Did you actually shop there?" 


Burke could practically fee/ his disbelief hanging in the air, laying back and yawning at him with an unspoken 


"You can't be serious." "Nooo." 


Tony stared blankly at him until he got it- for all of what felt like an hour. However, all that passed was 
maybe a minute, and possibly even three seconds. Four, now. After a long while, he slowly bent down to inspect 


the space under Burke's bed, coming eye-to-eye with dozens of chiseled chests. 


"Burke, you don't need to. collect these. I'm here, you know." 


Oh. Well, he hadn't really thought all too much about that. But the chance of touching that body that haunted 
his dreams (and his groin)? He'd be a fool to pass that up. 


And pass it up he did not. No, not at all 


//111111/1111111111lll/ 
//1111/111111111111lll1 


Later, as they lay in bed, Tony had asked him about how he had obtained so many bags. After a relatively 
short amount of time, Burke told the truth. The truth, of course, being that he had snuck into the houses of 
young teenage girls in the dead of night, pilfering away. He had managed not to get caught most of the time, 
except for the one or two times where someone had wandered downstairs for a bite and instead saw a short, 
flashlight-wielding, and long-haired man stealing their shopping bags. That was interesting, because he had 


gotten on the evening news and had to make sure that nobody he knew watched the 1 o' clock reports. 


At the last bit, Tony blinked at him a few times, probably doubting Burke's sanity. Of course he would. His band 


member and lover stole bags that bore the image of his torso on them. From young teenagers. 


Later, Tony also tried to tell Burke that he wasn't gay. 
All he could think was along the lines of: 

You have got to be kidding me. 

You have got to be Kidding me. 

You have got. To be kidding me. 


He had responded flatly, with a "Tony. Tony." 
"Oh. Right. Sorry." 


He just smiled and planted a kiss on Tony's cheek How very not gay of him, Burke thought, stifling a laugh at 
this. 


IMM VAINA VVS 
//1111/111111111111lll1 


Eventually, he had to do something about all those bags. He didn’t really have to hide his now-unnecessary 
hoard away, seeing as how he had Tony and that was the dandiest thing ever. And Pete and him were having a 


quarrel at the time. Too bad for Pete, hen. 


After all, Burke was definitely not going to be the one waking up to a small heap of shopping bags. Not at all. 
Absolutely not. 


